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"voice of the B hive" 
-By travls higdon- 

Blah Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah 
Blah Blah Blah, Blah Blah. Blah Blah 
Blah Blah, Blah Blah, Blah; Blah, 
Blah Blah Blah, Blah Blah. Blah Blah 
Blah Blah, Blah Blah, Blah. Blah, 
Blah. Blah Blah. Blah, Blah Blah Blah 
Blah Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah. Blah 
Blah Blah Blah, Blah Blahl Blah Blah 
Blah Blah, Blah Blah. Blah Blah Blah 
Blah, Blah, Blah Blah, Blah Blah Blah, 
Blah, Blah, Blah Blah Blah Blah Blah 
Blah Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah Blah? 
Blah Blah, Blah Blah. Blah Blah Blah 
Blah, Blah, Blah Blah Blah, Blah. 
Blah Blah Blah, Blah Blah Blah, Blah 
Blah. Blah Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah 
Blah Blah Blah, Blah Blah. Blah Blah 
Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah Blah Blah 
Blah Blah. Blah, Blah Blah Blah Blah 
Blah, Blah Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah 
Blah Blah, Blah Blah Blah. Blah Blah 

Blah Blah Blah, Blah Blah Blah, Blah 

Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah Blahl 

Blah Blah Blah Blah Blah, Blah, 
Blah. Blah Blah Blah Blah, Blah Blah. 
Blah Blah Blah Blah, Blah. Blah Blah 
Blah Blah, Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah 
Blah Blah Blah. Blah Blah Blah, Blah, 
Blahl Blah Blah Blah Blah, Blah Blah. 
Blah Blah Blah Blah, Blah. Blah Blah 

Blah Blah Blah Blah. Blah, Blah Blah 

Blah, Blah Blah Blah Blah Blah, Blah, 
Btah Blah Blah. Blah Blah, Blah Blah. 


Blah; Blah Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah 
Blah Blah. 

Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah Blah 
Blah Blah Blah. Blah Blah, Blah, Blah 
Blah Blah Blah—Blah, Blah Blah. 
Blah Blah Blah Blah—Blah, Blah Blah 
Blah. Blah Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah 
Blah (Blah Blah Blah Blah Blah, Blah, 
Blah Blah Blah Blah Blah), Blah Blah. 
Blah Blah Blah Blah, Blah. Blah Blah 
Blah Blah Blah Blah, Blah, Blah. 
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Blah Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah 
Blah Blahl Blah Blah Blah Blah, Blah. 
Blah Blah Blah Blah Blah, Blah Blah. 
Blah, Blah Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah 
Blah Blah Blah Blah, Blah. Blah Blah 
Blah Blah, Blah Blah Blah Blah, Blah, 
Blah Blah Blah. Blah Blah, Blah Blah. 

Blah Blah Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah 

Blah Blah, Blah Blah Blah Blah, Blah, 

Blah Blah Blah. Blah Blah, Blah Blah. 

Blah, Blah Blah Blah. 

Blah Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah 
Blah Blah Blah, Blah Blah. Blah Blah 
Blah Blah, Blah Blah, Blah; Blah, 

Blah Blah Blah, Blah Blah. Blah Blah 
Blah Blah, Blah Blah, Blah. Blah, 

Blah, Blah Blah. Blah, Blah Blah Blah 
Blah Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah. Blah 
Blah Blah Blah, Blah Blah! Blah Blah 
Blah Blah, Blah Blah. Blah Blah Blah 
Blah, Blah, Blah Blah, Blah Blah Blah, 
Blah, Blah, Blah Blah Blah Blah Blah 
Blah Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah Blah? 
Blah Blah, Blah Blah. Blah Blah Blah 
Blah, Blah, Blah Blah Blah, Blah. 
Blah Blah Blah, Blah Blah Blah, Blah 
Blah. Blah Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah 
Blah Blah Blah, Blah Blah. Blah Blah 
Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah Blah Blah 
Blah Blah. Blah, Blah Blah Blah Blah 
Blah, Blah Blah Blah. Blah, Blah Blah 
Blah Blah, Blah Blah Blah. Blah Blah 
Blah Blah Blah, [Blah Blah Blah, Blah 
Blah Blah, Blah, Blah Blah Blah! 

Blah, Blah Blah Blah Blah Blah 
Btah, Blah. Blah Blah Blah BMth Blah. 
Blah Blah Blah Blah Blahl! 
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HI, kids, and welcome to another 
rockin' keen episode of Comic Crap 
Cornucopia. Okay, enough with the 
small talk. Here's the reviews. 

Milk and Cheese's First 2nd Issue 

by Evan Dorkln 

(Slave Labor, $2.50) 

At last, there's another issue of this 
fine comic on the stands (yeah, right; 
more like in a warehouse somewhere). 
For those not initiated into the Milk & 
Cheese lifestyle, this comic will fill ya 
in quick. Milk & Cheese do what they 
ALWAYS do, namely rampage through 
the streets maiming the rubes that are 
humanity for any slight infraction 
(Milk is, logically enough, a carton of 
milk; Cheese is a wedge of kosher 
cheese). What makes this book avoid 
lame repetition is the appropriateness 
of M&C's targets and their unique, 
rhythmic language which perfectly 
delivers jokes like rabbit punches. 
This is an unabashedly positive 
review, so buy M&C and find out 
where all the jokes from “April and 
Molly" are ripped off from. 

- Will 



Hell Boy No.1 

by Mike Mtgnola 

(Dark Horse/Legend, $2.50) 

This comic ROCKS! Nothing like Nazis 
and demons from Hell together in a 
comic! Mignola’s art is excellent as 
usual. Art Adam's back-up feature 
Monkeyman and O'Brien also rocks 
shit, but what else do you expect? 
Not for the strict hardcore Tm-so- 

cool-l-only-read-black-and-white- 

comics" crowd, but very highly 
recommended for those who want 
entertaining, well-done comics 

- Dean 


Street Fighter II No.1 
by Masaomi Kanzaki 
(Tokuma. $2 95) 

A year or so back, the American 
company Malibu Comics got a license 
to do SFII comics. Apparently, they 
sucked so bad the Japanese revoked 
the contract and translated the 
Japanese comics instead. Still, while 
better than the US version, this still 
blows pretty bad The art is good, but 
the all-important fight scenes really 
are nothing to spooge over, so what's 
the point of the comic? I expected 
some ass-kicking from a comic based 
on Street Fighter. and I was 
disappointed; too many speed lines 
and not enough blood and guts for my 
taste. Also, Kansaki gets double 
demerits for using the old "lone 
fighter saves Chinese restaurant run 
by pretty girl" subplot which is 
hackneyed beyond belief. Pretty much 
a total waste of money, unless you 
want proof that some (nay. most) 
Japanese comics do indeed bite the 
large choad. 

- Will 

Blackball Comics No.1 

by various 

(Blackball Comics, $3.00) 

Quick review: the Trencher story by 
Keith Giffen is like Lobo and the John 
Pain story by Kevin O'Neill is like 
Marshal Law. These are real super¬ 
heroes: violent and mindless in a very 
entertaining manner. Radical Dreamer 
by Mark Wheatley is a pseudo¬ 
psychedelic cyber-thing that SUCKS! 
But if you like the aforementioned two 
creators, pick this one up. 

- Dean 

Hate No. 15 

by Peter Bagge 

(Fantagraphics, $2.50) 

MMMM, Hate. I love Hate I know 
that's not exactly a very critical 
stance, but whut da phuk. Hate proves 
once again that Peter Bagge is quickly 
becoming the king of "alternative 
comix" as other 'big guns' of alt-com 
lose focus or become more infrequent, 
while Bagge keeps pluggin' away with 
regular, sharp satire. In Ha te, 
protagonist Buddy Bradley must deal 
with the various forms of humanity 
you also must deal with on a daily 
basis Yes, he's a '20-something' in 
Seattle, but this isn't some MTV 
"Singles" bullshit, it's the real deal. 
Holyfield. So quit listening to Pearl 
Jam and 'feeling his pain, man', when 
you could be reading Hate an' feeling 
your own fucking pain. Nyah. 

7 n 


Tlko (the Luther Benedict Story) 
by Eric P. Satrum & John Buscema 
(Bio Comics, Premier Edition) 
Postmodern comic genius Satrum's 
latest tour de force. He takes an 
incidental character form the pages of 
Spiderman named Luther Benedict, 
and uses him to explore the nature of 
both "text" and “reality." The art is 
actually appropriated (ripped off) 
from John Buscema's How to Draw the 
Marvel Way The same two panels 
repeat over and over 1 ' again, 
suggesting a helixical version of an 
event, the action moves both 
cyclically as well as linearly. Luther 
leaves the room at the end of every 
page, just as he did in the page 
before, but he leaves a little bit 
differently each time The story itself 
is almost Kafka-esqe. and reminiscent 
of some of Pynchon's best work, 
although more refined, evocative and 
ambiguous than Pynchon There are 
hints of a cabal; the reader is not let 
in on any of the specifics of the 
intrigue in which the characters seem 
so deeply involved. The word "Tiko" 
possesses a sinister depth by the 
virtue of its paraleptic nature. Tiko is 
a haunting nightmare of a comic; an 
episode of a confrontation detached 
from its context. The context is thus 
supplied by the reader, and is of 
course the hallucinatory textscape 
which is our crazy world Volumes 
could be written on this masterpiece, 
as I am sure they will be. but I only 
have the space of review I will suffice 
to say that this is the most significant 
work of literature of the late 20th 
century. 

- Phillip 



TIKO 

(THE LUTHER BENEDICT STOW) 
















°f Teen Titans/ (**« ♦ interview ly Travis^ 


El Diablo Robo is the legendary 
cybernetic demon drummer for local 
Austin super-group and crime-fighting 
task force, Teen Titans. Peek-a-Boo 
staff writer Will Allison was able to use 
his connections to set up an interview 
with this intimidating entity, and through 
mild coercion, bribery, and appeasement 
with alcohol and cigars, I was able to 
wrestle a few words out of him. 

T: How long have you been playing 
drums, Mr. Robo? 

EDR: Hey, are those Dutch Masters? I see 
you're a man who knows his cigars. Don't 
mind if I do! 

T: I know that many of your songs are 
written by the other three Titans. Do you 
just add the beats or do you help in the 
creation as well? 

EDR: Ahh, now THAT'S a CIGAR! 

T: With the little Spanish I've picked up 
from various Tex-Mex menus and utility 
bills, I've managed to decipher "El Diablo 
Robo" to mean "The Robotic Devil." Can 
you tell me a little about your name and 
Its Hispanic heritage? 

EDR: No. 

T: Well, we all know that "Esparto! es la 
lengua de la rock'n’roll" of course, and 
my Baptist background has taught me 
that rock’n'roll is the Devil's music, so I 
can only guess then, that as "The 
Robotic Devil, "you're nothing less than a 
true Rock'n'roll Machine. But tell me, 
why the Mexican wrestling mask? 

EDR: Huh...? What mask? 

T: Uh...we!l, anyway...Some of your songs 
seem really heartfelt, especially 
"Dreaming." Is there a special someone 
who knows the real Diablo Robo, the 
sensitive cyberdemon beneath that harsh 
rayon exterior? 

EDR: No. 

T: What special quality do you look for in 
your pursuit of that meaningful 
relationship? 

EDR: The girlies I like are underage. 

T: Is there a certain musical direction 
you were looking for musically on that 
last album? 

EDR: Say, you got anything to drink 
around here? 

T: How did you meet the Teen Titans and 
form this band? 

EDR: Mmmmm. Old Tennessee Outhouse. 
A fine whiskey Indeed. 

T: Ever thought about ditchin' the Titans 
and going solo? 

EDR: ...What? 

T: You recently finished up a 6-week 
tour with Crapeteria, did you encounter 
many fans along the way? 

EDR: ...(BELCH!)... 

T: Many rock stars have trouble dealing 
with the burden of sudden fame and 
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"No." 


success. Are you bothered by your 
fans? 

EDR: I could sure use another taste of 
that whiskey You don't mind, do you? 
Thanks. 

T: Have you ever thought of perhaps 
wearing a disguise or something to 
conceal your identity when you go out in 
public? 

EDR: Ahhh, nothing like a nice 12 02 
glass of whiskey to set the day in order 
T: Is there a certain musical direction 
you were looking for musically on that 
last album? 

EDR: ...huh? 

\ "The, giAlieA I like, aAe, 
l tinde/uige, " 

T: I'm hoping the break between albums 
isn’t so long this time. Have you started 
any new material? 

EDR: No. 

T: Your rendition of NWA's “Fuck the 
Police" in lounge style reveals your true 
soul roots. What are some of your 
influences as an artist? 

EDR: ...(silence)... Do you have a 
restroom? 

(later) 

T: How did you decide on "Teen Titans" 
for the band's name? 

EDR: Well, actually, I didn't. I always 
wanted to be called El Dee-ahblow and 
the Luv Beads, but the others weren't too 
crazy about it. 

T: Your crime-fighting work with the 
Teen Titans has made you somewhat of a 
positive role model for many youths in 
these days of gangsta-violence. Is there 
anything you'd like to say about that? 
EDR: No. 

T: Peek-a-Boo writer Will Allison set up 
this interview and seems to have the 
most contact with you, yet the two of 
you are never sighted in the same place 
at the same time. Could you elaborate on 
your mysterious rumored friendship? 

EDR: No. 

T: What about the alleged rumors that El 
Diablo Robo was actually behind the 
burning of Austin's popular venue The 
Electric Lounge when they refused to 
book the Teen Titans for a gig? I’ve also 
heard that after a similar refusal by the 
Hole In The Wall, El Diablo was sighted in 
the act of a "walk-by," spraying the club 
with gunfire and shouting, "Dat's fo‘ da 
Teen Titans, muthafukka!!" 

At this point, Mr. Robo's sweating 
attorney broke into the room, screaming 
obscenities, demanding that the 
interview cease immediately, and 
denying any allegations of Mr. Robo's 
illegal extracurricular activities, sexual 
atrocities, and abuse of controlled 
substances. Hostile words followed and 
tempers elevated until the exchange 
gave way to a violent fist-fight which 
this interviewer was narrowly able to 
escape with only minor injuries by way of 
the window. 
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R©d Aunts 

Bad Motherfucker 40 o-z Ip 
(Sympathy for the Record Industry) 
All girl “punk" groups are no longer a 
novelty, and that's definitely a good 
thing since now these bands will be 
judged on whether or not they deliver 
the rock'n'roll goods, rather than 
being automatically accepted for their 
lack of testicles. Red Aunts do deliver 
the goods and do so In spades. 

Rocking rock in the most rockln'est 
way with lots of distortion and 

catchiness. The song "Was Ted" 
sounds like It was recorded on a 
microcassette recorder and It still 
rocks. Oh, Red Aunts, If I was your 
nephew then maybe I'd be half as cool 
as y'all are since my mom would be 
y'all's sister and I'd have half the 
genetic material that made y'all into 
"punk" uber-fn 

J j J 


The Adults 
Plugged 
(Demo Tape) 

This six-song tape shows off their 
musical talents in a mixture of noise- 
pop and goofiness. Some songs sound 
vaguely Boingo-esque....a good thing 
'cause Bolngo ROCKS!! The production 
of the tape is slick but falls slightly 
short of capturing the energy of their 
live shows - so go see 'em! 

-Anna 

J J J J J ^ 

Eggs 

Teenbeat '96 Exploder Ip 
(Teenbeat) 

A departure from their first Ip, which 
was poppy and borderline psychedelic, 
this album Is more weird and 
experimental. They toy with a 
multitude of genres throughout the 
double album, Including rock, disco, 
ambient, hardcore, and weird. You 
vinyl enthusiasts would be glad to 
know that they even put long blank 
tracks on the CD as side dividers to 
account for the time It would take to 
flip the record. I liked it at first, but 
after a few listens the novelty wore 
off and I just wanted to hear the more 
listenable songs without all the 
experimental stuff, so I took It back. 

-Travis 




The Lee Harvey Oswald Band 
A Taste of Prison 
(Touch and Go) 

Led by transvestite Zowle Fenderblast 
who likes irony as much or more than 
smack and who wants you to kiss his 
"pychedellc ass," The Lee Harvey 
Oswald Band sounds like David Bowie- 
esqe glam rock, but faster and really 
distorted. There is hardly one thing on 
this record that's not distorted. Not 
that I like this record |ust 'cause it 
has distortion; the songs are all very 
catchy and funny, too. I bought the 
vinyl, but I later found out that the CD 
has their first ep on It, too, so that 
might be a better buy. 

-Phillip 

I bought the CD, and the extra songs 
are worth It. The cover art is cool 
'cause there's a photo of the singer 
shooting up, a Japanlmatlon girl 
shooting up, and a picture of a 
"nekkid" girl ODed on the cover. 

-Travis 



(Sonet) 

Jeg kjepte denne fine platen for noen 
Ar Blden, da jeg var I Norge, Jeg har 
flere andre plater av DeLlllos som er 
ogsA ganske bra, men denne har de 
fleste sanger. Den har 22 morsomme 
sanger, silk som du kunne vente fra 
DeLillos. Noen er bedre enn andre, 
men de fleste er bra og gjer meg glad 
med de merkelige textene. Jeg liker 
"Sveve Over Byen," "Den Felte 
Mannen,” og "Merke Mathllde" spesielt 
godt, og "Mantra" er ganske sprek. 
DeLlllos viser I hvert fall at det 
kommer noe bedre enn A-Ha fra 
Norge. 

-Travis 


Unrest 

Fuck Pussy Galore & All Her Friends 

(Teenbeat) 

A compilation of their earlier efforts, 
this rocks much harder than their 
newer stuff. This Is weird and cool In 
the true Unrest style (not that there it 
such a thing, being genre-benders 
that they are.) Vinyl-lovers are 
gypped of most of the music, though, 
while the CD contains a whoppln' 20 
tracks! This doesn't bother me 
because I'm not a snooty vinyl-sniffer 
myself but methlnks maybe Unrest lost 
some of their "Indie cred." 

t j j j j a r 


^ ft 


Uneane 

Total Destruction 
(Matador) 

Yet another Un-band that kicks ass 
and takes no prlsonersl Un6ane is one 
of the coolest "concept bands" to 
come along since AC/DCI Just think: a 
band with such a consistency that all 
their songs are distorted everything 
delivered with a rockin' attitude and 
all their album covers are tastefully 
decorated with a healthy dosage of 
blood. This, methinks, ROCKS. The 
Chronicle heavily dlssed this record, 
so make it your highest priority to go 
out and get it! * ^ 

j n r 


Gretchen Phillips says, 

"Welcome to My World And a Half" 
(Re-Emergent Rascals) cass. 

Side A has weird, sampled dialogue 
laid over generic keyboard pop and 
noise guitar. Funny, Interesting and 
great to either listen to or Just as 
background music. Side B Is a 
collection of pop songs featuring a 
great "percolator-esqe" keyboard and 
electric guitar. Songs are both funny 
and catchy, If a little on the long side. 
Ultra fly unique handmade cover art 
graces each tape, to boot. Kudos to 
Ms. Phillips, infamous ex-folksinger, 
for saying, as I overheard In the 
Cactus Cafe, "I think the acoustic 
guitar is an overrated instrument." 
This tape Is real good, but Phillips is 
even better live. She should be seen 
at ieast once by anyone who likes 
catchy, funny pop that's way on the 
weird side. 

-Phillip 
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The Breeder* 

Liberty Lunch 
Wednesday, April 6 
Pavement 
Liberty Lunch 
Thursday, April 14 
There’s really no point In reviewing 
these shows, 'cause If you like the 
bands, you were there and saw It 
yourself, or you can ask 10 of your 
friends who went. Although $17 Is way 
way way more than I ever want to pay 
to see any band, the Breeders did put 
on a rockin' show, and Pavement was 
awesome. Last year, when they 
opened for Sonic Youth, I was one of 
the unlucky who went the first night, 
when the drummer was too drunk to 
function and they quit after 3 or 4 
songs. This year I left with a satisfied 
smile on my face. 

-Travis 

& 
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Cryln’ Out Louds, Motards, Pork 
Hole In the Wall 
Friday, April 15 

This was the best $4 I've spent in a 
long time. The Cryln' Out Louds are 
really cool, because not only do they 
sound Just like a 60s garage-rock 
band, but they look just like a 60s 
garage-rock band, right down to the 
go-go girl bassist. The Motards 

rocked the punk-rock shit the way 
punk rock is supposed to be—short, 
fast, catchy, and packed with energy. 
My only complaint is that the singer 
put on a little Jonny Rotten attack- 
the-audience routine. It's cool to have 
a stage presence, but not to 
physically assault the people who paid 
to come see you. Pork also rocked 
long and hard into the late night 
hours. I especially like their hip 
drummer, who always stands while she 
bangs the drums. All three bands were 
phat fo‘ 1994 you sukkaS, and 
everyone in the small, sweaty, smoky 
Hole In the Wall had a blast, except 
for the girl who got hit In the face by 
the pitcher thrown by the Motards' 
singer, and all the people he spit beer 

i 




-Travis 
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band's last 


Hometown Freaks 
Slmklns Roach Regatta 
Saturday, April 16 
This was this great pop 
show, or so I hear. Everyone that was 
there, many of them at least, were 
bobbing there headsright along to their 
super-catchy, Lovin' Spoonful meets 
Beat Happening, guileless, minimal 
teen-pop. When the drummer trashed 
his kit at the end of the show It was a 
true rock n roll moment. I will miss 
this band more than Nirvana and so 
will the 9 other people who saw them. 

-Phillip 


Gretchen Phillips Experience, 
Powersnatch 
Cactus Cafe 
Tuesday, April 19 

I only caught Gretchen Phillip's last 
song which was unfortunate because 
shows are great fun and the Cactus Is 
a good venue for her, In my opinion. 
The Experience has added a drummer 
to their line up since last time I've 
seen them, and this really fills out 
their minimal cheese-pop sound. 
Powersnatch managed to rock the 
Intrinsically sedate Cactus even 
without one their guitarists, who was 
III. Gretchen Phillips sat In for a 
couple of songs and that was a treat. 
The audience forced Powersnatch to 
do an encore, for which they did a 
truly horrible rendition of the Sex 
Pistols' "Submission." If you like loud, 
fun rock n' roll played by women who 
could even kick L7's ass, Powersnatch 
Is your band. 

J -Phillip 



The Flaming Hellcats, Death Valley 
Hole in the Wall 
Thursday, April 21 

The Flaming Hellcats are an ultrta 
tight 60's garage type power trio. The 
guitarist sounds like he likes Joey 
Santiago and the bassist plays these 
great repeating bass lines. The 
guitarist also has 3 (count 'em 3) of 
the very same type of guitar handy on 
stage, each one in black, I guess In 
case he breaks a string. They covered 
Soft Cell's "Tainted Love" and made It 
their own. All the songs start to sound 
the same after awhile, but you should 
check ’em out any how 'cause they 
rock shit. 


Death Valley rocked out and carried 
me away to the old West with their 
hard-hlttln’ fast-strummln' Spaghetti 
Western sound. I love the way they 
even transform cover songs like the 
GoGo's "Our Lips Are Sealed" and 
Rolling Stone’s "Paint It Black" Into 
cool Death Valley Spaghetti Western 
songs. I like them 'cause they're nice 
guys, whose friendly personalities 
create a fun atmosphere, free of 
attitude and pretention. Creativity and 
personality do a good band make in 
my book, and Death Valley fit the bill. 
Proof that a band doesn't have to be 
mean to rock out and deliver the 
goods. 

i J £ -Travis 

Randall Gene's Long Walking Band 

Charlie's Attic 

Saturday, April 23 

This band plays the music from yester 
year the way it should be played, with 
respect. Randall Gene works his band 
hard, and this is not a punk jeans and 
tee-shirt affair. The band dresses up 
to play because playing matters to 
them enough to dress for it. The band 
is tight enough to be loose If that 
makes any sense. Randall Gene makes 
every attempt at authenticity. Vocals 
are run through a vintage mike and 
guitar amp, and with no Stevie Ray 
guitar bullshit. Randall is a great 
songwriter, although I prefer his 
succinct country blues more than his 
Impromptu 12 bar stuff. Charlie's Attic 
Is easily the coolest bar in Austin. 
(Charlie is this tuff ex-marine/biker 
guy who sings at least 2 songs with 
every band that plays at his place.) 
Randall's and Charlie's both come 
highly recommended by moi. 

-Phillip 


That, Lungfish, Brainiac jS 
Emos J 

Friday, April 29 * 

It is really unfortunate that Brainiac 
and Lungfish played on the same 
night, but Emo's seems to have a bad 
habit of booking totally different road 
shows for the same night. Oh well. 
Both these bands have great stage 
presence and are very intense, 
Brainlac's singer seems to have 
mastered the NOU dance moves. 
They’re klnda like an astro-space 
version of Sonic Youth. While 
Brainiac Is a fun punk rock band, 
Lungfish is a poetic band that is so 
"emo" that they have been known for 
leaving their audience In tears (Ian 
MacKaye did produce their album after 
all). The opening band That, from 
Houston, is one of those noisy 
start/stop bands that are so popular 
these days. Kind of remlnlcent of 
johnboy. Good show. 


-Phillip 


-Ryan 

































Peek-a-Boo Forum: Vanilla Ice 


wrath or the ice maw 

by DJ D. Hsieh 

m Oh what a pity though, cui ya had to 
spend 3 million dollars on your video. 
It was a good video and I can admit 
that, but all that money's wasted cuz 
your song's WACKEDI 
I make stuff to make the people 
gather, an' let 'em see us in a pit, I 
wanna slam dance with ya, Hammer!* 
Hit 'Em Hard - Vanilla Ice 


6 


The Vanilla, funky rhyme killa. is 
back to set the stupid critics straight in 
his new dope album Mindblowin'. He 
comes clean about being manipulated by 
his management into his earlier, more 
polished look. But anyone can see that 
this album represents the real Ice, as he 
goes back to his hardcore roots. Vanilla 
coid-dtsses Third Bass with “Forget Pop 
Goes the Weasel cuz I ran over them 
punks like a mac truck diesel! - Also, he's 
tired of Marky Mark's “booty raps'' cuz 
he's "still a New Kid on the Block! - But, 
the Ice Man's present competitor is 
obviously Hammer, whom he takes down 
in Hit ‘Em Hard . With their simultaneous 
comebacks, it is clear that the query 
burning in the subconscious of all Is that 
which one will be alive after the vocal 
mlc-war Is over. Well, I think the 
answer is as transparent as Hammer's 


new gangsta image. 

is there anyone who is fooled by 
Hammer’s sudden "O.G." rep and fly 
street apparel? I mean, what the fuck 
happened to the trademark genie pants, 
Hammer? What about the old "M.C." 
title, huh? Maybe they just weren't LEGIT 
enough for the new and improved 
Hammer. And the video for Pumps and a 
Bump Is straight-up boo-boo WACK- 
WACK!! Gee, what is Hammer trying to 
prove pointing to that CUCUMBER in his 
speedos? Maybe he's feeling a little 
inadequate about "Hammer Jr.?" Well, 
unlike him, the Ice Man keeps his name 
unaltered and is perfectly self-assured of 
his sexual prowess without having to 
flaunt it on national TV. 

With super-fly DJ Zero on the 
turntable. Vanilla Ice delivers the goods 
with his new cuts. You can practically 
smell the hootie mac while listening to 
Roll 'Em Up , the new single that rivals 
Cypress Hill in sheer bong power. Sir 
Mix-a-Lot sounds like Barney compared 
to Ices Slowin' My Mind , and Its lyrics 
are unfit for reproduction in this 
wholesome family zine. But, the Ice Man 
is obviously in touch with his feminine 
side, and nothing touches the heart-felt 
delivery of Now and Forever : “See if you 
can make the ICE cream, come here girl 
and take a lick of this ice cream “ Now 
that it poetry Those chumps in Das EFX 


ain't got a thing on Ice's vocal flow In 
Phunky Rhymes . Lastly, the mega-phat 
bass of The Wrath rlpa the funk soooooo 
hard that nuthln' in Hammer's supposedly 
"Funky" Headhunter even comes close. 

I predict that Vanilla Ice will be 
the next 8eastie Boys. Oh, you laugh 
now, but listen to this Impeccable logic: 
Just like the Beastles, he's a white 
rapper who hits It big with a super- 
catchy single (Remember Fight For Your 
Right?) Also, Vanilla Ice's experience 
with a manipulative management is also 
reminiscent of Beastie Boys' troubles 
with Rick Rubin (he still owes them MAD 
LOOT!) Paul's Boutique, their brilliant 
sophomore effort, received popular 
backlash because of their previous rep, 
the same will happen to Ice’s brilliant 
Mindblowin'. The problem is that these 
rappers are ahead of their time, and 
people in general have shitty taste and 
cannot appreciate the experimental tip of 
their GENIUS. But, I'm certain that the 
Ice Man will be validated with his third 
album, like the Beasties did with Check 
Your Head, when the rest of the rap 
world catches up with him. 

The final word is that Vanilla Ice 
BLOWS the top off of Hammer's "G- 
Fake" comeback! Like it says in Bullet 
on the Chart , Ice's gonna knock him 


down |uat like in 91. Vanilla's got the 
stayin' power, baby, and Hammer's just 
another SNOW job! 
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Gangsta! 


It's all good! 

by Will 0 G ' Allison 

A lot of motherfuckers are runnin' up 
now talkin' about how Hammer's a sellout 
and that Vanilla Ice is "the dope flavor" 
for 1994 Well, I've a few reasons to 
quickly disabuse them of that notion. 

1. The Style of the Sorties 

On Mindblowin 1 , Vanilla Ice sounds 
like a different rapper on each song. 
Hammer, however, has the skills to cop 
the "avant-garde" sound of 'G-Funk‘ for 
every single song, creating a concept- 
album “feel" for his CD " the Funky 
Headhunter." Also, while Ice disses MCs 
like Marky Mark, Hammer has the 
musical daring to dis GOOD MCs like Q- 
Tip of Tribe Called Quest. Finally, the 6 
minute remix of “Pumps and a Bump 
Reprise" doesn't even have Hammer on it 
at all, just Teddy Riley noodling around 
on a 'Golden Throat’ voice synthesizer. 
This demonstrates Hammer s commitment 
to musical experimentation. 

2. Street Cred 

Who does Vanilla Ice hang out with? 
Lenny Kravitz and some guy named 
'Squirrel'. But Hammer shouts out about 
5 million names on the song “Oaktown," 
so you KNOW he must be down, right? 


3. Dicks 

In the "Pumps and a Bump" video, 
Hammer lounges around his pool with a 
harem of women. He is wearing only a 
zebra- striped thong bikini. His manhood 
is in some state of tumescence, and he 
thrusts his pelvis rythmically. In contrast, 
Vanilla Ice appears in Madonna s "Sex" 
book in a pair of played-out-looking 
boxers. No pants swell can be detected, 
even though he's supposed to be sexing 
up Madonna. Kudos to Hammer for his 
willingness to show as much skin as the 
women in his video. This not only 
demonstrates his concern for gender 
equality, but also spotlights his earthy 
sense of humor. 

4. He's BLACK, Dammitl 

Let's face it: Hammer is a black guy 
from Oakland, CA and Vanilla Ice is a 
white guy from Carollton. TX. I think 
SOMEBODY'S got some built-in "props", 
and his initial is H., not V.I.! (Even if 
Hammer did do that Kentucky Fried 
Chicken commercial.) 

Therefore, I believe everyone tryin' to 
dis the Hammer has seen the light on the 
Hammer-Vanilla debate. And if not, I 
guess I'll just have to break ’em off 
somethin' proper, boys and girls. 
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Three members of Death Valley, Joe 
Emory (guitar), Steven Mear (guitar), 
and Pepper Wilson (Bass), met us at the 
Crown & Anchor one evening for an 
enjoyable chat over a few pitchers of 
beer The drummer, Kid Blue, was unable 
to make it since he was quite literally 
gone fishin'. Death Valley are Austin's 
own kings of the Spaghetti Western 
instrumental sound. Imagine, if you will, 
that you are there with us as Joe spins a 
tale of the old west, Steven, the 
brooding one, stares resolutely Into 
nowhere, and the Scientist of Sound, 
Pepper, pours you another refreshing 
brew... 

PAB: I guess the first question is: Why? 
What inspired you form a band that plays 
almost exclusively Instrumental 
"Spaghetti Western" music? 

P: Meare and I were big fans of the 
Longriders and the Hoodoo Gurus and 
bands like that, and the Hoodoo Gurus 
put out a B-side called “Spaghetti 
Western" which was a cool western 
instrumental. That just kind of got us 
into it, and we just decided we‘d start 
writing songs with words when it came 
naturally to us. It just never really did. 
PAB: Do you find a lot of people that 
really like that instrumental sound? 

P: Not a lot... 

J: Guys like the instumentals, girls like 
the ones with vocals. I think our music 
connects with alcoholics more than 
anything. 

PAB: Why is that? 

J: ’Cause everybody get drunk and has 
these fantasies of being Clint Eastwood. 
The music kind of helps them. 

PAB: A lot of people call Death Valley 
"surf music." When you’re playing, do 
you think about surfing, or more about 
riding off Into the sunset? 

P: Riding through the desert. 

S: Driving. 

J: Yeah, I think more Western. The 
ultimate test is to take It on the road, on 
the highway, and listen to it. 

PAB: Was there a certain musical 
direction you looking for musically on 
that last album? 

P: Christmas. We wanted to Invoke the 
Christmas spirit all year long. 

PAB: What do you do outside of Death 
Valley? 

P & S: Student. 

J: Ex-student. 

PAB. Aren’t you a scientist, Pepper? 

P: I’m a scientist. I work at a laboratory. 
I do experiments. 

PAB. Acoustic experiments? 

P. Yeah, I'm a sound scientist. That's why 


we're so good, because I know all about 
how we sound. Everytime we play, I try 
to match the impedence of our 
instruments with the Impedence of the 
room. That's the Importance of getting 
the power of the music through to the 
people. What I really want to do is play 
underwater someday. That would be the 
ultimate achievement. Play to the 
whales. 

S: I study engineering. 

PAB: Wow, this is a band of scientists... 

P. We have the highest GPA of any band 
in Austin. 

J: The most degrees, too. 

PAB: What do you write your songs 
about? 

P: The vocal songs are about girls, and 
the instrumentals are about everything. 
Love, death, space, cows... 

J: Pasta, lambs, dogs... 

P: "Susie Sunshine" Is about a plate of 
eggs and bacon. 

PAB: So when you write an instrumental 
song about something, you feel that the 
guitar work and melody are an 
instrumental embodiment of the subject? 
P: Joe's got explicit visions for parts of 
each song. When we write them, Joe’s 
like, "Okay, this is the part where the 
cowboy's falling down in the dirt. Now 
this is the part where all the horses and 
riders are coming in..." 

J: "This is the part where the guy gets up 
on the tram-way and sees the tunnel 
coming." 

J: Should we get another pitcher? 

All: Yeah...let's use the "band fund." 
(later, talking about the "band fund") 

P: We don’t make any money, really. 

S: We've lost more equipment than 
making money. 

PAB: How'd you lose equipment? 

P: Being stupid and leaving it somewhere. 
We left a whole set of cymbals at a bar 
one night and somebody took them, then 
we lost some stuff In Houston. That was 
a nightmare. 

J: Bikini Kill stole our cymbals. 

PAB: You played with Bikini Kill? 

J: No, they played the night after us. 

P: The guy who ran the place said he 
suspected Bikini Kill took them. 

J: That was before they were In 
Newsweek, In the lean years for Bikini 
Kill. They were probably pissed off that 
they didn't make any money. Next time 
they come we're gonna be looking at 
their cymbals and saying, "Is that 
them?" 

PAB: Who usually plays rhythm or lead, 
or do you switch off? 

S: We just switch off. We like to play 
rhythm. We're the only band who fights 
over who gets to play rhythm. 

P: It's easier to do when you're drunk. 

S: There's a lot of great rhythms. 


PAB: You have, what, 40 to a zillion 
songs, and play them all in one night? 

J: We've played some marathon shows at 
the Black Cat. A 70 song set in, like, 2 
and a half hours. 

P: Yeah that sucked! He didn’t want us to 
take a break. 

J: He had a good point... 

P: He said people leave when the band 
takes break. 

J: People might leave if you take a break 
on a Monday at 1:00, but after you’ve 
been playing for 3 hours you really don't 
care. You're only playing to one guy, the 
bartender, his dog, and a transient 
passed out on a bench. You really 
couldn’t care if one of them left. 

PAB: You play a lot at the Hole In the 
Wall... 

P: That's sort of our home club. 

M: We dress up and act idiotic. 

J: We all dressed up as Elvis one time. 

S: The "Death Valley Dolls" show was 
good; we all dressed up as women. 

P: Joe was by far the cutest. 

S: He had the shortest skirt. 

P: Fishnets, too, huh? 

PAB: When are you going to do that 
again? 

J: We can't do It in June because our 
record release party is sometime In 
June. 

P: We don't want to be the Death Valley 
Dolls for that. 

S: We don’t want to confuse anyone, 
especially ourselves. 

P: The one time we got mentioned In the 
Chronicle, Ken Leeklt wrote, "Rumor has 
it that Death Valley and the Death Valley 
Dolls are the same band." We have to 
dress up like women to get mentioned In 
the Chronicle. 

P: We also dressed up on election night 
as politicians with suits and ties. 

J: It was almost like the inaugural ball. 
We should have played "Don't Stop 
(Thinking About the Future)." 

P: Or "Don't Stop Believing" by Journey. 
S: Oh yeah, that's the song of our 
generation. 

PAB: So, do you think of yourselves as 
spokesmen of our generation? 

J: Yeah, we're the spokesmen for our 
generation, and we play instrumentals. 

P: We want to make a Nike commercial 
in which we say "We are not role 
models." 

J: "What If there were no instumentals, 
would we still be your heros?" 

S: I could wear "Air Death Valleys" on 
stage for a couple million. 

P: We could have our own signature 
guitar... 

S: The Fender "pump." 

PAB. So do the gorlies swarm to your to 
your tour van after the show? 

J: Nah, Just a bunch of puking drunks. 
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From the desk of John 


Three days ago 1 was 
an unbeliever but now I know 
the truth. The disembodied 
brain of Elvis Presley is 
responsible for the deaths of 
both rock icon Kurt Cobain 
and Former President Richard 
Nixon. In league with the 
Free Masons and a diabolical 
alien race, Elvis’s brain, now 
cybemeticly bonded with a 
super-computer, ordered the 
simultaneous deaths of Nixon 
and Cobain. 

So you want proof? 
Three days ago 1 received an 
unmarked envelope from the 
desk of one Klaus Rupelman, 
former Free Mason and 
defrocked Shriner. Enclosed 
was a tear stained account of 
Klaus’s last days as a Mason. 
He was a man with nerves of 
steel. From his days as a 
stunt go-cart driver he rose 
through the Shriner/Mason 
ranks to become Knight of the 
Thirteenth Level of the Order 
of the Infinite Dimension. 
Everyone Familiar with the 
T.L.O.l.D. knows they are in 
charge of communication with 
Murida-6 via the psycho- 
kinetic antenna better known 
as the disembodied brain of 
Elvis Presley. 

After interfacing with 
D.B.O.E.P. Klaus was 
subliminally instructed to 
terminate Cobain and Nixon 
simultaneously by injecting 


them both with a time release 
phenosynthacalcimate 
solution which would end 
their respiratory functions at 
the same time at some later 
date. The deaths of the two 
men, one a spokesperson for 
the silent majority and the 
other the angry voice of an 
apathetic generation, would 
send the United States and 
then the world into a 
cataclysmic upheaval 
culminating in the arrival and 
domination of the 
“ambassadors’’ of Murida-6. 

Anyone familiar with 
the workings of Murida-6 
ambassadors knows that they 
are no more than Muridians in 
latex human suits posing as 
public officials and being 
continually elected in 
different suits by the 
established Free Mason 
political machine. Needless 
to say getting that close to 
tricky Dick and Kurt Cobain 
was no easy job. Using his 
connections from the ‘Nam 
Klaus infiltrated Secret 
Service ranks to into the 
Nixon Circle and “made the 
delivery” as they say in the 
CIA. To get to Cobain he had 
to use a little more finesse. 
Klaus had to lace every bottle 
of antacid headed for Cobain 
(known for his brutally upset 
stomach) with 
phenosynthicalcimate. This 


was his undoing. The 
combination of the 
phenosynthicalcimate, 
aluminum silicate and sodium 
bicarbonate induced the same 
psycho receptive chemical 
combinations that 
transformed Elvis’s brain into 
a psycho-kinetic antenna 
allowing the Muridians to 
relay their orders to the 
Masons. Had Klaus checked 
with his superiors before 
using untested methods, 

Cobain would have never 
found out about the plot to 
dominate the world, and would 
not have taken his own life in 
a dreadfully violent manner 
in order to keep his own brain 
from being used as an antenna 
to communicate with alien 
invaders. Without this 
selfless act, which staggered 
the two tragic deaths enough 
to avoid catastrophe, we all 
would be subjects to the 
Muridian Man. 

I have tried to contact 
Klaus but there is no record 
of his existence. He like so 
many others has been wiped 
off the face of the Earth to 
cover the tracks of the wild¬ 
eyed Muridian invaders so 
their path will be clear when 
the day of their imminent 
dominion arrives. 1 risk my 
life in writing this but 1 must 
say, thank you Klaus, and 
thank you Kurt. 









I'm pleased to say that "The Kegfly" 
was so well received that I have finally 
begun to reap the benefits of local fame 
as a "party journalist." Now when I enter 
the room at local festivities, the kegline 
quickly parts to make way for this roving 
reporter, ever on-the-job. I appreciate 
all of the Invitations I've received (keep 
'em coming!). And now, adhering to 
Peek-a-Boo 's strict policy of poor taste, 
I offer you yet another report from "The 
Kegfly ." 

Friday, April 1 

26th & San Gabriel. Miranda Apts .—I 
didn't go, but I heard it was lame. 

Saturday, April 2 

32nd & Speedway —Rarely do the 
heavens part and allow a party such as 
this fall to the earth. I liken It to the 
sighting of Halley’s Comet. Not only was 
there keg upon keg of beer, but also 
cute short-haired girls galore, various 
alternative substances, crayfish (I don't 
eat them, but it seemed to make 
everyone else awfully ecstatic.), and live 
entertainment provided by the Austin 
City Police Department. 


Thursday, April 7 

202 W. 34th —After being trapped for 
hours in my home away from home, UGL, 
I found comfort In the fact that a party 
lay en route home. Jen & Amy threw a 
fine fest to recognize their roommate's 
academic something or other, and a 
minor stray from my normal bike path led 
me to their beer. 

Friday, April 8 

Eastwood Park —The geology dept, had 
a keg in the afternoon sun, and my 
friend Cori Invited me to partake. 
Aparently, they do this often. I might 
have to switch my major. 

39th & Ave. B —For Dean's 21st 
birthday, we ordered pizza, then we went 
out on the lawn of the delinquent school 
across the street to play "Stealth 
Croquet" in the dark, with whiskeyl 

Saturday, April 9 

French House on 21st St. —This was 
weird. They called it a "food orgy," and 
you weren't allowed to feed yourself, 
only other people. One room had plastic 
all over the floor and tubes of wine 
coming down from the ceiling. Weirdl 

45th & Bennet —The much anticipated 
sequel to their last party, still with lots 
of beer and people. An enjoyable time for 
all, although I heard that someone stole 
their keg after the party. If you know 
anything about it, send Info to Peek-a- 
Boo. 


Sunday, April 10 

35th & Guadelupe— in the Ozone 
parking lot. they had a few bands and 
games like bicycle jousting in the nice 
afternoon weather. 

Saturday, April 16 

House of Commons Co-op —We showed 
up at midnight and nothing was going on 
I guess the cops came or something Too 
bad. 



Friday, April 22 

Villa Con Oueso apts., 38th & Lamar —I 
had never been to a "puke party" before 
We alternated between shots of vodka 
and canola oil until everyone puked It 
was so great! I hope they have another 
one soon! 

Saturday, April 23 

Sal ado, between 28 th & 29 th—\ don’t 
remember. It must have been fun. 
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Dear Mephistopheles, 

There's th/s girl in one of my 
classes who I think about alt the time. 
She's really cute, she makes good 
grades, and she always has something 
intelligent to say during discussion 
section. Sometimes we make eye 
contact and she smiles at me, but l‘m 
just too shy to say anything to her. I 
almost asked her to go to the 
symphony with me, but I chickened 
out at the last minute and took my 
mother instead. I’m just afraid I won't 
know what to say and she'll think I'm 
boring or something. What should I 
do? 

-Just Another Nice Guy 
Dear Nice Guy, 

I understand perfectly. Who 


hasn't been kept awake at night by a 
persistent crush on a special someone, 
seemingly too intimidating to 
approach? It's okay, it’s only natural 
that you should feel this way. It's all 
a part of that crazy thing we call lust. 
Your body has certain biological 
urges, and yet your mind is still too 
timid to act upon them. I can help. 

You shouldn't be afraid to talk to 
this girl. She's probably just as shy 
and uncomfortable as you are, and is 
just waiting for you tc make the first 
move. If you’re afraid of not having 
anything to say, find out some of her 
Interests so you'll have something to 
go on. You can learn a lot by meeting 
all of her friends and asking detailed 
questions about her personal life. And 
If she has a boyfriend, get to know 
him too. He's no threat. After all, 
there's no way he could love her the 
way you do. 

Start following her from day to 
day, just to get a fee- of some basic 
things about her, like where she lives, 
where she works, what she does in 
her free time, where she shops, what 
kind of food she likes, who she 
knows, which boys she talks to and 
how long she talks to them—those 
sorts of things. After awhile you’ll 
learn her basic routines and will 
almost always know where she is and 
what she's doing. Pretty soon you'll 
be ready to confront her, and you'll 
know the perfect time and place to 


catch her! 

Before the confrontation, prompt 
her for your meeting by sending hints 
of a "secret admirer." Express your 
obsession with her by explicit 

anonymous love-letters, late-night 
phone calls, large flower deliveries to 
her home and workplace, and other 
little signs of affection. After a few 
weeks of this she'll be excited, 

curious, and bursting with anticipation 
to meet you. 

With all this building expectation, 
you won't want your meeting to be 
anticlimactic, so why not do 
something a little different and 
unusual to spark her interest? Try 
sneaking into her house and hiding 
while she's at work or running 

errands, then wait for the right 
moment to jump out and surprise her, 
revealing your Identity as the 

mysterious "secret admirer." She’ll be 
absolutely speechless with admiration 
for your creative ingenuity. When you 
finally do talk to her, she'll probably 
be very impressed and flattered that 
you're so interested and know so 
much about her. 

What girl would not be wooed by 
such a romantic and chivalrous 
approach? You're on the road to true 
love. Trust me. 

-M. 
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